In America’s Decline Revilo P. Oliver had a couple of central theses: 

1) He always overestimated the “survival instinct,” if you will, of the American people, at least with 
regards to their ability to be aware of their surroundings. He didn’t use the phrase “boiling the frog,” 
but that was certainly his sentiment. 

2) He identified mass immigration of Jews from Eastern Europe as the first demographic disaster, 
followed by the FDR regime as the major political disaster. The two opportunities to “save America,” or 
at least some of the best parts of it, were the immediate postwar period (1945-1948) and the formation 
of a reactionary activist movement in the form of the John Birch Society (1958.) Since there was no 
popular uprising after the war, the JBS was America’s last chance. 


From page 311: “I can only say that some felt, as I did, that the Birch Society was a last effort that could 
not be repeated or duplicated. Its failure meant the defeat of all the purposes for which it had 
(presumably) been founded, and there could be no second chance.” 


From Chapter VI: “A number of men and women urged me to take the lead in establishing an 
organization that would really have the purposes that Welch professed. I refused to attempt what I was 
certain was impossible, because, as I have explained earlier, there could be no second chance. 


The Birch Society was essentially an effort by the Aryans of the middle class. My pleasantest memories 
connected with it are of my gracious hosts, the members of local chapters in various cities throughout 
the nation who sponsored my lectures on its behalf: The men and women whom I thus met were the 
finest type of Americans, and I enjoyed the afternoons and evenings I spent in their company, but they 
were all (so far as I could tell) members of our race [ie, white gentiles]. But almost without exception, 
those intelligent and amiable men and women had failed to draw the obvious deduction from that fact 
-- failed to regard the racial bond that was the one thing they all had in common, for the managers of 
the Birch business had actually endorsed the poisonous propaganda that teaches Aryans that they are the 
one race that has no right to respect itself or even be conscious of its identity, and that they must forever 
cringe before their unappeasable enemies, both sophisticated and savage, while toiling to subsidize them. 
Many of those estimable persons would have been shocked by a suggestion that they had a right to 
consider first their own welfare and that of their children, for that would have been "selfish" and even 
sceptics have been imbued with the hoary Christian hokum that we must love those who hate us. There 
was, therefore, no feasible course of action in 1966, when I knew that those well-meaning Aryans had 
been betrayed and I felt certain that their cause had been irretrievably lost -- although I tried to hope 
that my estimate was somehow wrong.” 


“So long as it was honest (if it ever was), the Birch Society represented the last hope of American 
Conservatism, of the effort to restore the values and the freedom of the way of life of our Aryan 
forefathers on this continent -- to regain what they lost when they thoughtlessly permitted their 
country to be invaded, their government to be captured, and their society to be systematically 
debauched and polluted [by] whining aliens. The American tradition was a fair and indeed noble one, 
and it still has the power to awaken nostalgia for a world that no man living has himself experienced, 
but for practical purposes, it now has only a literary and historical significance. To be sure, there are, 
outside the inconsequential Birch playpens, earnest men and women who still hope to restore the 
decent society and strictly limited government of that tradition, and their loyalty to what has 
ineluctably passed away entitles them to respect, just as we respect the British Jacobites, who remained 
loyal to the Stuarts and nourished hopes for a century after Culloden, and as we respect the earnest 


men and women in France who, as late as 1940, remained loyal to the Bourbons and dreamed of 
restoring them to their throne. But such nostalgic aspirations for the past are mere romanticism. They 
are dangerously antiquarian illusions today, when the only really fundamental question is whether our 
race still has the will-to-live or is so biologically degenerate that it will choose extinction -- to be 
absorbed in a pullulant and pestilential mass of mongrels, while the triumphant Jews keep their holy 
race pure and predatory. 


American Conservatism is finished, and its remaining adherents are, whether they know it or not, 
merely ghosts wandering, mazed, in the daylight. And it is at this point that the present volume of 
selections from what I wrote on behalf of a lost cause fittingly ends.” 


